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one little girl, anyway."

"All right, mamma," said
little girl. "How can I get

"I am going down to se

some washing for me," sai<
go with me. Pick out the <

and we will start at once."
"Poor little Effie!" said

tie house. "Just think of
house and having no playtl
. But when they reached
children were digging thei
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And when to-nigh
And I could only
'Cause I felt achy
And all my throat
She seemed to loi
I wonder why she
Did mother say, '

I am so glad, I a
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: them to her?"
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lings!"
the house three rosy little
ir pink toes into a heap of
iving the best time in the
ob dolls standing solemnly
each child had a tiny farm
ir animals, and little stick
Amy dropped right down

gs the children had made,
y Dolly, wrapped up in a

Polly Dolly?" asked mame.
mamma," said Amy. "She

5 in all the world and mine
l't poor at all, but rich."
are rich who know how to
happy," said her mamma.
All the playthings in the

children happy, while good
?ir own playthings and have
nd. I am very glad to hear
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A BIRTHDAY S

By Kathleen Ed<
It was grandmother's birtl

making the cake. Ned and
woods for flowers, and no one
tion to three-year-old Dorotlv
the house at her own free will
Her little hands were into

ter's neat bureau drawers w>
the clean handkerchiefs all
with cologne, Dorothy went ii
On the dresser stood an att

box. The cover was soon of
said Dorothy, as she took out
She put the cover on again, a
thimble in her hand.
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room, and, seizing the little b
and laid it by grandmother's p
orated table.
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